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hitched it into position. The camel rose unbidden.
Evidently it was an animal accustomed to a master
who kept late hours. It tamely suffered itself to be
led out of its yard and, a tall ghost, followed Archibald
through the Gardens. They came to a gate. The
night-watchman, in accordance with the rules of his
trades-union, was fast asleep. Archibald and the
camel, which was now beginning to snort disconcert-
ingly, emerged into the pitch-dark road and turned
towards the town.
During the next breathless half-hour, he was called
upon to display his sldll in woodcraft. The essential
was to .keep as well out of the light as possible. He
accomplished this at first without much difficulty,
being aided by fields and open gardens, but as he
neared the town bungalows and lamp-posts grew
thicker, and detection seemed unavoidable. He had
a tale ready for anyone.that should question him, that
the camel had been suddenly taken ill and was on
the way to see a doctor. It was a tale, he recognized,
altogether too romantic for belief.
He hesitated, and then turned down the side lane
leading by the Templeton's bungalow. Houses were
fewer on that route than on the more direct one, and
he might have a better chance. Lights were burning
in the Ryan's bungalow, and somebody was playing
the piano, but the stables were dark and seemed
absolutely deserted. As he passed the big gate some-
body crept out of the shadow and accosted him in
Dyak. With a gasp of astonishment, he recognized
his master.
The Chief of the Secret Police approached, clanking